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PUNCH IN

CANAIiA’.

RAISING THE @EWL
@he Legend of i]lcm Groome,

WITH A MORAL THERETO.

X could not come mpself, 8¢ ¥ sent pou PETEX CROOME,

Slowly rising from the caldron;
Midst the vapor dim, _
Came o form in human guise,
But it was by no means grim;
Tn fact there was nothing about it at all diabolical,
On the contrary somu.h\nn that wos rather bucolical§ -
For twas plain to be secn,
From its shape and its mien,
That it was or had been,
TWhile in this world above,
A ploughinan, ac ditcher, or hedger,
Or some such agricultural cove,
Though he lang ago vanished,
From upper Earth b'\mxhcd
And his name’s to be found
Very far under rvround
In Oub Nick’s mest voluminous ledger.
A.nd since he became,
The servant of him,
Who binds jin his chain
The chilifren of sin,
He is sometimes sent up,
At a deuce of a pace,
Through the regions of space;
Precious dark ones they are too,
In Earth's bowels pent up,
The work of his Master to do.

“Vell,” said Peter, as he lightly
Stepped upon the floor,--

“Vot d'yer vant, yer precious willains?
“Av'nt it now a gallows bore,

“That I's to come ofl this here vay,
“ A pack of lics for you to say ?

“ Ar'nt there no rascals of yer own,
“In thus here vorld to show,

“ That you've to send for Prrer Grooye,
* Up from the vorld below ?

““And now Pl tell yer vot it is;—
*I's up—as me my Mastir bid;—

'l do yer dirty work—bat ['ll be riz
“If you'll be quickly of me rid.”

And what did the wizards say or do ?
Why they were in a terrible stew—
They first turned yellow and thea turned blue;
And then tarned rather moro ved
Than an Alderman much over fed,
And did’at know what the deuce to do—
But the wonderful thing of all to see,
Was the *“ Man witi TaE WonperroL Nosg,"
For that nose, as every one knows,
Is a nose of no common degree,
Being already as red a8 a nose can be;—
But, lo! what a sight,
As in teerible dread '
The rest of the wizards turned red,
The “ wotDereUL Nose” turned white !

But like eels to flaying knife,
“And hissing frying pan,

They soon got used to PETER GROOME
As to a proper man;

Ttiey quite forgat his bunes were bare
And rotting in the tomb,

That nothing bat some * airs from hell ®
Did make up PuTEr Grooms jo——

And straightway they did question him,

That phantom spirit grim,

To tell them how

They might find the man out
Who kindled the flames

In the midst of the rout
And the fright,
On the night,

That the * Reget ctamg”

After much jaw
PBast into law.

* And is that all,” quoth Graome his ghest,

I was really just going to say, bless you,

¢ Only that blessings is not much in my way,

“Then pray do not let the matter distress you,

[ should not like to see any {riend of mine lost,

“Qr rather of MASTER's, for want of a friend to say,
- “Three words in his favor j——ns

“ 8o just have me up, no one will know me,

¢ By way of a witness, and I'll very soon show yo

“Whata L very nice flavor )
«Of trath may bé'put in three bushels of lies

# By a chap that knows how to throw dust in men's eyes.”

So spake he, and like lightning
Seized on pen and ink,
And clapp'd himselt into a chair
~ With a very knowing wink ;—-
And a pointblank deposition
In a jiffy did indite
In which lie set forth when and where,
And put down in black and white,
One Rosrrr Cooke, a shocking Tory,
Al Satan’s instigation,
And of malice prepense did excite
A general conflagration
By which a sudden stop was put
To the country’s legislation ;
For its pretty clear to any man
Possessed of any nous,
That a Parliament cant sit well
Without a Parliament House.
He wrote-—and signed it “ PETER Grooye —
A fiendish yell rang through the room; -
For an instant a light :
Flashed dazzlingly bright,
And then all sank in murkiest gloom,

The evil spiril never sleeps——
Once evoked it haunts for ever;
And you né'er can shake it off,
For conscience slumbercth never;
So beware all ye whe think of evil
Lest unwittingly you ralss THE Deviu,



